[image: Rhetorical-Ratatouille.jpg]
Blind Love 2
Jasmine Bowen
Edited by Yvan C. Goudard
 
Copyright © 2013 Rhetorical Ratatouille
Published by Rhetorical Ratatouille
 
All rights reserved.
 
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, except for brief quotations used in reviews or as permitted by law.
 
The names, characters, and examples used in this book are presented for educational and illustrative purposes. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
 
Second edition.
 
Table of Contents
Preface
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
About the Author
Discover
 
 

Preface
Caius, Hollywood's blind actor and Oscar winning superstar, is back in an all new adventure! 
Caius is rapidly becoming a Hollywood Prince, with a long running TV show, an Oscar and several movies under his belt. Tall, lean and with a stunning grin, it seems the actor has everything- except his vision.
Now that his best friend, the curvy, intelligent and secret love of his life, Emily, has moved into his LA mansion to try out a relationship with him, Caius is enjoying life like never before. But one day, after a fight with her, he comes home to find her gone. Desperate, Caius abandons himself to alcohol when he suddenly discovers an unusual piece of paper, which appears to be very much like a ransom note…
Scam? Revenge from Emily? Blackmail? Or could she really have been kidnapped? Read on to find out what really happened.
 

Chapter 1
Emily fitted her key in the lock, stifling a yawn. Since she moved to Los Angeles a month ago, it had been nothing but go-go-go. For a town with money that practically grew on trees, more than half the population was in need of serious financial advice. She had been dealing with producers, actors, directors and writers for days on end now. And she wouldn’t have minded if a few of them were friends of Caius, perhaps looking for an inside connection. But all of them knew Caius in some way, and all of them mentioned his name when they called. 
Her schedule was packed with hookups from him, favours, and while she appreciated it, she was certain she could hold her own if she just had the chance. The whole purpose of moving to L.A. was to help Caius – her best friend since childhood – in his movie star career. Caius was born blind, and so far, he had been able to keep it a secret from almost everyone. Incredibly skilled with very sensitive hearing, only his inner circle knew about his disability. His recent Oscar win had only propelled his career forward, and Emily was happy to be at his side throughout it.
Of course, she didn’t want to admit to anyone that the other reason she moved across the country, and left her own high-flying career, was to explore those feelings for him that he had evoked in her. Tall, buff, and good looking, Caius had no shortage of beautiful women around him; thin, long-legged women who were every man’s dream. Emily, a full head shorter than him, and with generous curves as well as burn marks from a childhood trauma on her face and arms, often felt like a monster as they walked the streets of Hollywood together. But Caius only lavished affection on her, wrapping his arms around her waist, kissing her cheek in a way that felt a little past friendly, complimenting how good she felt beside him. She often felt guilty, wondering if he’d be saying those things if he could only see her. But that was neither here nor there, because for now, despite one torrid night of passion, they remained best friends.
She had it on her mind to speak to him about it – sitting on the couch with a hot cup of tea and filling take out – when she opened the door. But instead of a quiet, dark house, she was met with all the lights on and four other people sitting on the couch, with Caius in the middle. There were bottles of beer and snacks on the table, and snack wrappers already littering the floor.
“Emily!” Caius threw his hands up, hearing her come in the door. “Welcome to Hollywood…currently in my living room!”
Everyone turned to greet her, as Emily took off her shoes. She had heard stories of Caius’s friends, this misfit group of performers, who bonded over one detail in the chaotic life they lived, their fame, but she had never met them. As Caius introduced them to her, she took them all in.
There was Pamela, the red headed ballerina with eyes that shined like Lucifer himself, with a long lean frame that seemed to go on for miles. In her 20s, she was probably near the end of her 10 year dance career, although it didn’t show. Known for being promiscuous, Pamela told the truth the way it was, and never sugar-coated anything. The only time she was innocent was on stage, flowing to the music. The ballerina was curled in an impossible position on the couch, in short spandex shorts and a tight tank top that showed every rib and lean muscle.
On the other side of Caius was Garrett, former lead singer and now bassist of an incredibly successful rock band. Garrett was once advertised of the voice of an angel. But now in his mid-thirties, he had switched positions in the band, when his voice blew. He played guitar the way most people breathe. With shoulder length blond hair, and leather bike gloves, reaching for a chip, Garrett looked every inch the rocker.
And beside Garrett, taking in the action silently, was Sara, the one that Emily was probably the most nervous about having in her home. Sara was a model, taller than the other girls, and thinner, and probably the most innocent. Sara was quiet, taking everything in and yet never saying a word. That somehow made her more sought after, the mysterious model who only nodded or shook her head. But Emily could see no sexual appeal at all in this child, only fear and pain.
It didn’t stop her from being just the smallest bit jealous when Sara shifted, and Emily gazed upon her razor thin frame.Each girl was thinner and more beautiful than the next, and Emily self consciously untucked her hair from her ear so it hid part of her face.
“Hey,” she said, sitting on the far end of the couch. “Nice to meet you.”
“Emily, I hear you're a whiz with numbers,” Garrett said, as a greeting. “Our band finances need some looking over, I'm pretty sure our record company is screwing with us. Caius told us you were awesome.”
“Uh yeah, sure,” she nodded, but gave Caius a glare he could not see. “I could take a look.”
“Fantastic,” Garrett gave her a smile that he probably reserved for pretty girls, and Emily brought her knees up to her chest, trying to feel like she fit in.
The group stayed for a little while, although Emily had clearly come in at the end of the hangout session. She was trying to make conversation when Caius's head turned swiftly towards the right.
“Sara, what's wrong?” he asked, having apparently sensed discomfort from the girl, who was texting furiously. Emily had no idea how the two of them held a friendship, with him not seeing and her not speaking, but apparently, they got on well. Sara had tears in her eyes as she continued her text conversation, but shook her head. Emily sat up, feeling like the strongest person in the room for the first time in her life. She crossed the room to Caius, who had his head turned in Sara's direction. Emily placed her hand on his shoulder and he cocked an ear in her direction.
“Em, is she ok?”
“Uh…” Emily didn't want to crowd the situation, Garrett seeming to take. But Garrett, focused on Sara, didn't seem to be making the situation any better. Pamela leaned forward on her chair, cell phone in her hand. “I don't know. Garrett?”
“Sara?” Garrett asked, and the girls hands flew as she signed something. Garrett responded with a few signs and Sara shook her head.
“What's happening?” Caius asked again and Emily squeezed his shoulder.
“Apparently, model drama,” she whispered.
“I think so,” Garrett replied, and Sara frantically signed. “Tabloid drama, actually, a particularly mean article,” Garrett continued as he scrolled through Sara’s phone.
Caius reached up to take her hand, and they stood for awhile, the article being passed around. Emily felt like an outsider and yet felt such sorrow that this was normal life for these people. Their careers didn’t depend on their performance, necessarily, but depended on whether the media was in a good mood. There were sometimes articles about Caius himself that made Emily cry. One bad review and a career could be over.
And yet, somehow they all handled it with such strength, and calming voices. If Emily had to deal with such critics every day, she was sure she’d crumble under the pressure. Which was part of the reason she dropped out of the performing arts world. There was such scrutiny, such judgment. People who didn’t even know you knew every detail of your private life. It was something she didn’t want to handle.
“Caius, do you have her Dad's number?” Pamela asked, and Caius nodded, handing over his phone.
Sara’s Father was the overprotective sort, part of the reason Sara probably behaved younger than she was. Despite his child’s quiet demeanour, he was loud and abrasive, every word a yell.
“Who lives here?” one of them asked, and Emily raised her hand, giving Caius a chance to duck his head and avoid anyone's gaze. Under the older man’s gaze, Emily felt like a teenager, doing something wrong.
Accompanied by an entourage of semi-famous actors himself, clearly having been enjoying an evening out while his kid went out with her friends, it was not a particularly comfortable situation. However, while the article was read over and digressed, Caius seemed to have a second agenda in mind.
“Hey, are you guys following the gold prices? Gold is doing pretty well lately, you should invest.”
“Uh, don’t know much about investments , man,” one of them said, a b-list movie star that Emily thought she recognised from a 90s sitcom.
“Hey, I happen to know an investments expert,” Caius punched Emily lightly.” This is Emily and she's the best financial analyst around. She's private clients only, so you should get in while you can.”
“Caius,” Emily managed, her mood instantly darkening.
“Yeah, I'll um think about it. Ok, let's head on out. You coming with us?” the actor asked Garrett ,who was particularly close to Sara, and he nodded. “Alright, let's move out.”
Emily contained her anger until everyone said their hurried goodbyes, the situation now far too awkward to continue, and then she turned to Caius.
“Really, Caius?” she asked, fuming.
“What?” he replied, confused. “I hope Sara's ok, geez.”
“Yeah, me too, “Emily waived her hand. “Exactly the point.”
“Sorry, what's the point?”
“That's the point. The god-damn girl was in tears, she’s probably never had a bad tabloid review before, and you're telling them about investments?”
Caius's face fell.
“I was just trying to help you out, Em.”
“But that's the problem! I don't want your help! I have to do this on my own, remember? That was part of our deal. I'm here to make a career for myself, and if I can't do that, I'm going home! I'm not just out here because of you! I'm not some god-damn eye candy doll for you!”
“Contacts are how you get places,” he said, but his voice was no longer positive.
“Not the way you do it. Just forcing famous friends on me! This is just ridiculous!”
“Em…”
The last thing he wanted was to fight. He was absolutely overjoyed that Emily was with him every day, and he didn't want to do anything to jeopardise that. But before he could say anything else, they were interrupted by the ringing phone.
“Call from Daniel,” called out his vocal Caller I.D. Caius made his way over to it, groping a bit before picking it up. Daniel was his producer on Hollywood Hicks, and Emily knew it was going to be a long conversation. She left the room, slamming into her bedroom and throwing herself on the bed.
What a nightmare of a day.
She played with her phone a few minutes, and considered calling home and telling her parents she was moving back to New York. This wasn't working out, and it was clear that Caius's intentions were more than friendship. But she had known that all along, and she still chose to be here.
She wondered why she was feeling so homesick all of a sudden. It wasn’t like she particularly missed New York. She was a hard worker, and a bit of a loner, so she didn’t have close friends that were texting her every day, begging her to come home. But the truth was, L.A. didn’t feel like home. It didn’t feel like her territory.
Caius worked long hours, and while she was welcome to come on set whenever she

OPS/images/Rhetorical-Ratatouille.jpg
rhetorical X ratatouille





OPS/toc.xhtml
		Preface

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		About the Author

		Discover






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





